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Malcolm Cowley 

Lifelong he would be following the round 
Of plowing soggy ground to sow with corn, 
Of cultivating, harvesting and husking. 
He could not marry her. But still that chorus 
Of silly words rang in his ears, insistent: 
"She will be coming soon, she will be coming." 

Out of the shadow she slipped into moonlight, 
And stood beside him staring with round eyes 
Expectantly .... 

"Why Harry, you're not angry ? 
What makes you .... you're so quiet — " 

Desperately 
He bent and kissed her. 

Their two shadows lengthened 
Across the hayfield, where the dew had turned 
The stubble into silver. And the frogs, 
And lonely owls that screeched across the woodlot, 
The drunken laughter, and the lonely fiddle, 
Out of discordance, turned to symphony, 
Turned to an intoxicated chorus: 
"She came to meet me here, she came to meet me." 

BARN DANCE 

He had been happy thinking she might love him, 

And whistled at his plowing all the day ; 

But now, while dancers stamped and scraped above him, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

On the barn floor, he lay below in silence 
Among the cattle on a pile of hay. 

He had dressed quickly when his work was over, 

And watched the guests stroll towards him up the lane; 

But she came smiling with another lover : 

Hurt and ashamed, he stole off from the dancers, 

Like a whipped dog, to blubber out his pain. 

He breathed more calmly, hearing the insistence 
Of horses munching fodder; and he grew 
Indifferent to the fiddles in the distance, 
To womankind and to his disappointment, 
Down here among the cattle that he knew. 

DANNY 

You marched off southward with the fire of twenty, 
Proud of the uniform that you were wearing. 
The girls made love to you, and that was plenty; 
The drums were beating and the horns were blaring. 

From town to town you fought, and bridge to bridge, 
Thinking: "So this is Life; so this is Real." 
And when you swept up Missionary Ridge, 
Laughing at death, you were your own ideal. 

But when you limped home, wounded and unsteady, 
You found the world was new to you; your clutch 
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